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The Phone Booth Tour 


Author's Notes: 
I've been toying with this one for a while now and it's mostly complete so I'll see how it goes! 


Its been a heck of a long day. Duff trudges into the thankfully deserted house, hauls himself up the stairs and 
staggers into his room. He doesn't even bother to get undressed, just throws himself onto the mattress and 
lets his body lay where it falls. He's asleep in seconds. 

But not for long. 

"Duff! DUFF! Wake up, | need you to drive me to the nearest phone booth immediately!" 


Duff blinks his eyes open and blearily takes in Axl's face right in his. 


"Go away. I'm dead," he murmurs and turns his head in the opposite direction 

"Please, Duff! | had a huge row with Cherie and she just fucked off and left me on the street and | told her | 
wasn't gonna follow her so | didn't but | need to talk to her. | need to apologise for bein’ an asshole, Duffi 
Please!" 

Duff raises his head. 


"Are you gonna apologise for bein’ an asshole and waking me up?" he asks. 


"Sure! I'm an asshole and I'm sorry for waking you up. Now, will you please drive me to a phone booth?" Axl 
wheedles. 


"Use the one at the end of the road," Duff retorts. 

"| can't, its broken!" Axl wails. 

"Well, use the one two streets over then" 

‘lm pretty sure someone's using it as their house plus it smells of shit, so no!" 


Duff sighs. He knows it will be the lesser of two evils to just do it. With any luck, they'll find a relatively close 
to home, fully functioning phone booth and he'll be back in bed in half an hour. 


He's not. Mostly because the close to home ones are broken and also because Axl is picky about how some 
others smell. Then, when they do find one that works and doesn't offend Axl's olfactory senses, it Turns out 
the fucker doesn't have any change. At all. 

Which is how Duff finds himself rooting in his jeans and rummaging in the glove compartment for coins he's 
not sure he has at three in the fucking morning while Axl stands on the sidewalk, getting more impatient by 
the minute. 

"Hurry up," he whines, "it's cold out here!" 

Duff fights down the urge to punch him in the teeth and finally finds a few quarters stuffed down the back of 


the passenger seat. He throws them in Axl's general direction and is savagely gleeful as he watches the 


redhead scrabble around for them in the dark. 
"See you back at the house!" he calls as he puts the truck in gear and makes to drive away. 
"Wait!" Axl yells, "you can't leave me here on my own! What if someone tries to kill me? Or kidnap me?" 


Duff grits his teeth. 


"Axl," he intones, "no one in their sane mind would kidnap you. Or their insane mind, for that matter. You're 


crazier than anyone | know, except for Steven, so you'll be fine and I'm going home, ok?" 

Axl looks forlorn. 

"What if she doesn't want to talk to me, Duff? What if she tells me to fuck off? Then I'll just be stood in a 
phone booth all by myself, probably crying. Where's your compassion? Why would you leave me out here all 
alone and crying? Why? | thought you were my friend!" he whimpers softly. 

Axl is the world's greatest emotional blackmailer, Duff decides. 

"All right," he grumbles, "but make it quick and no phone sex!" 


Axl flashes him a dazzling smile and dives into the phone booth. 


Two hours later, as the sun is peeking up over the horizon, Axl is still on the phone, gesticulating wildly every 
now and then and mouthing promises through the glass that he's almost done. 


Duff has to be at work by six thirty. He reasons that if he clubs Axl over the head with a tire iron right this 


minute, he'll have time to bury the body and still just about make the journey across town. 


Lost in his murderous thoughts, he jolts out of them when Axl hammers on the passenger side window. He 


reaches across and opens the door. Axl climbs in and beams at him. Duff does not beam back. 


"Was she giving you a blow by blow account of her ancestors arrival and subsequent life in the States right 
up to and including the moment she flounced off and left you in the street?" he enquires sarcastically. 


Axl looks puzzled. 

"No. Why would she do that? We got back together!" he cries delightedly. 

Duff glares at him. 

"Ht took you two hours on the phone to get back together? TWO FUCKING HOURS?" 


"Er, no. We got that sorted in five minutes. We just talked about other stuff for the rest of it," Axl replies 
glibly. 


"Listen, you inconsiderate fuck! | have to be at work at six thirty! You dragged me out of bed less than half an 
hour after | fell into it, took me on a sightseeing tour of phone booths, made me root around for change, 
emotionally blackmailed me into waiting for you, spent two hours getting back together with a girl you'll most 
likely dump in a week's time and you don't even have the decency to apologise and say thanks?" Duff thunders. 


He slams both his hands down on the steering wheel. 

‘lm sorry," Axl offers meekly, peering through a curtain of copper hair at his pissed off companion. "You're a 
really good friend, Duff. None of the others would have done this for me. That's why | asked you. Thank you 
for waiting and | swear | won't dump her next week. I'll make this up to you, | promise. How about | buy you 
dinner Tonight?" 

"With what?" Duff snarks. "You didn't even have change to make a phone call earlier!" 

"Let me worry about that," Axl soothes, "I'll even throw in a few vodkas afterwards!" 

Duff softens a little. 

"Okay," he nods wearily. "C'mon, I'll drive you home before | go to work" 

Axl grins at him. 

"You're a good guy, Duff. Too good!" 

Later, when he doesn't fall asleep at the wheel on the way home and die an agonising death in the fiery 
wreckage of his truck, there's no dinner but he somehow finds it in heart to forgive Axl when the redhead 
makes good on the vodka promise and ensures there's no sleep disturbance that night. 


That's what friends are for, right? 


It's the mantra he keeps repeating to himself when Axl dumps Cherie that weekend. 


The Hills Photographer 


Author's Notes: 
| wish the calendar existed! 


Its late and Duff is exhausted. The kind of exhausted that makes your eyes sting, your shoulders hunch, your 
limbs ache and your head feel so heavy you can barely lift it. He simply cannot wait to get home and collapse 
onto the nearest somewhat soft surface. 

"Er, Duff?" Doug calls. "Any chance you could cover the breakfast shift tomorrow? Marge is still down with 
stomach flu and won't be in. | know it's short notice but I'll slip a little extra into your wage packet on Friday 


and make sure you have Sunday of fl" 


Fuck Marge and her malfunctioning gastrointestinal system, Duff thinks. Still, extra money means extra food 


and it'll be nice to lounge in bed on Sunday instead of smiling inanely at rabidly hungry customers. 
"Yeah, ok then," he grunts with a nod and trudges out the door to the parking lot. 


Where he finds Slash sprawled out on the hood of his truck, smoke curling lazily upwards from the cigarette 
clamped between his teeth. 


"Hey, Duff! What the fuck took you so long? | need a ride!" 

"Yeah, yeah," Duff mutters. "Get in I'll take you home." 

"Not home," Slash says, "| need a ride to the hills!" 

"Well, good luck with that!" Duff answers and climbs into the truck. 

"Wait!" Slash yells, clambering off the hood and dashing to the passenger door. "Seriously, | met this guy in a 
bar earlier. We got to talking and he says he a proposition for me and that if | meet him at midnight, it'll be 
worth a lot of money!" 

Duff regards him wearily. 

"Did this guy offer you Kool-aid?" he enquires. 

Slash grins. 


"Nope. Just beer!" 


"The only place I'm driving you is home," Duff states firmly. 

Well, as firmly as an exhausted person who is barely staying upright can 

"Please, Duff?" Slash wheedles. "Please? Please?" 

"No, no and no again. Get in, we're going home." 

"Gimme the truck then. I'll drop you home and go meet him by myself," Slash demands. 


No-one other than Izzy is allowed to drive Duff's truck. Since they all know this, Slash is barking up the wrong 
tree. Or trying to jack the wrong truck 


Duff sighs. 


"You can meet this guy another time," he says. "In broad daylight. With a gun and maybe a Rottweiler on a long 
leash. Just not tonight, Slash. Ok?" 


Slash looks crestfallen. 

"Duff, you're killin’ yourself working all the shifts you can get to keep us from dying. It's not fair on you. Just 
for once, I'd really like to do my bit, help you out a little. The guy seemed genuine enough and | consider myself 
a pretty good judge of character so please!" 

Slash considers himself a good judge of character? Really? Just two weeks earlier, he'd handed over his and 
Axls last ten bucks apiece to a dude who'd said he needed money to help set up a sanctuary for orphaned 
parrots from Borneo. Axl had thrown a huge hissy fit, berated Slash, parrots and Borneo in a long, rambling 
rant and then locked himself in his room for two days until Steven lit a small fire outside the door and smoked 
him out. 


Who could blame Duff for not wanting a repeat? 


Slash continues his wheedling; his upper body splayed over the passenger seat, legs dangling out of the door, 
face looking up into Duffs with a tortured, pleading expression. 


It works. It takes half an hour but it works. 
Duff parks up in a small clearing and leaves the headlights on full blast. 


"If this guy even remotely resembles Ted Bundy, Charles Manson or Ed fuckin’ Gein, you're on your own, 


Hudson!" he declares as Slash climbs out of the truck and slams the door shut. 


A rustle from the scrub to the left has his head whipping sideways. It's just a raccoon. Another rustle, from 
the right this time, has his head whipping again. It's just the raccoon's wife. And a curious squirrel. 


A cough startles him. Raccoons don't cough, do they? He's not sure about squirrels. 
"You came! And you brought a friend! How thoughtful!" 


A figure steps into the clearing. It's wearing shorts and something bulky around its neck. Mr and Mrs R. 


Accoon scarper along with the squirrel. 


"Is that you?" Slash enquires, peering at the figure standing just outside the radius of the truck's glaring 
headlights. 


| wasn't sure you'd come," the figure answers. "This is wonderfull Would you mind if | started shooting now? 


Your clothes don't need to come off until later." 


So this is how it ends. Shot and stripped naked by a maniac, in a clearing covered in raccoon droppings in the 


hills. 


"If you would just lean against that tree to your left and put your head back against it? The headlights will 
pick out your features wonderfully!" says the figure as it moves closer towards the light. 


"Er, would you mind clarifying what the fuck is going on?" Slash whimpers as the figure approaches. 


Finally stepping into the light, the figure is discernible as the man from the bar. The bulky thing around his 


neck is now quite clearly a camera and not a gun. 
He looks puzzled. 


"Didn't you understand, Slash?" he asks, holding out the camera. "I want to take pictures of you. For my 
calendar. I'd be thrilled if your friend would pose for me too!" 


Pictures? Calendar? Good God, has he fallen down the proverbial rabbit hole? 

The man reaches into his pocket. 

"$250," he says. "$125 now and the balance when | have all my shots. What do you say? 
"What's this calendar for?" Slash asks. 


"A club in Minnesota that caters for a specific clientele and that's all you need to know," comes the reply. "Are 


we doing this or not?" 
He holds out a bundle of notes. 
"Gimme a minute," Slash calls and he darts back to the truck. 


He fills Duff in on the camera, the calendar and the cash. 


"This guy wants you to take your clothes off at midnight in the hills so he can photograph you for people in 
Minnesota? Are you completely fucking stupid, Slash?" 


"Not stupid enough to turn down $250!" he declares. "We need the money, Duff. Like, really need it. Will you 


stay and gimme a ride home after? And maybe find a weapon of some sort in case things get weird?" 


"The only way things could possibly get any weirder is if a herd of sheep rocks up and proceeds to bleat its 
way through ‘Hotel California!" Duff spits through clenched teeth. "This is insane, Slash. You don't know this 


guy from a hole in the wall so lets just go home and never tell anyone about this!" 
Slash shrugs and gets back out of the truck. 
"l'm doing this," he whispers, "please don't go without me, ok?" 


And so for three whole hours, Duff sits in his truck clutching an empty Tupperware dish (since he couldn't 
find anything else that could be remotely used as a weapon) and stares foolishly as Camera Guy takes snap 
after snap of Slash in various stages of undress and the kind of poses that would cause whorehouse patrons 


to blush and scurry to confession 


The final photo is Slash hugging a tree while wearing a Santa hat and nothing else. Duff thinks it's extremely 
odd that Camera Guy had a Santa hat in the first place. Then he snorts at himself for thinking this is the 
oddest thing that's happened tonight. 


Slash gets dressed, shakes Camera Guy's hand and accepts the cash. He trots back to the truck, gets in and 
beams broadly at Duff. Duff does not beam back. 


Its four in the morning, Slash. | gotta be at work at six thirty. That means | get no sleep because | need to 


take a shower and also pour bleach into my eyes so | can get your little photo shoot out of my mind!" 
‘I'm sorry," Slash says quietly. "Thanks, Duff. You're a really good friend. No one else would have done this for 
me so | promise I'll make it up to you. How about | buy you dinner tonight and get you drunk too?" he offers 


as he waves around his wad of notes. 


Duff nods weari ly. 


"C'mon, I'll drive you home," he says. 


What are friends for, right? 


Its the mantra he keeps repeating to himself when he gets home from work later that day to find there's no 
dinner because Slash has quite selflessly donated half his loot to a door to door New Testament Bible salesman 


whose real desire was to be a snake wrangler. 


The other half has gone on guitar strings, Night Train and a top hat. 


